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of divine places of pilgrimage
beyond the reach
of the cursed breaths of suspicion.
One ray,
one slender streak of light
is enough for me,
a moment of burning
of the earthen lamp,
a moment of light,
a particle of light,
a ray of light.
The desp roots of darkness
are not to be seen
in this garden,
the voices of the actors
are not to be heard
in the play,
you look at them leisurely,
when they lie flat
on their back
like logs in a tunnel,
after washing the colour
on their faces,   *
then you can hear
the echoes of the groans
of a rhinoceros
in their heart
and* the black crematorium
is visible
on their ugly faces.
The appearance,
like Takshaka10, disguised
as an old Brahman11,
deceives
the frightened Parikshit12.
The hidden awaits